24O     THE LADY AND THE UNICORN
Into the garden at all, but now it was evening with
nobody there.
At this time the garden would have been
quiet with shadows, the palms moving in the
wind5 rustling their leaves; if Blanche shut her
eyes, almost she could hear them and smell the
scent that came in through the windows when
the jasmine was in flower and the moon was
strong.
She could see again the windows with the cur-
tains that did not match and the beds, hers and
auntie's and Rosa's, even Belle's that had been
taken away. There was the striped rug and the
chest-of-drawers and auntie's table that she had
made into an altar. It was a table again now in the
new flat that Blanche hated; the things had gone
there with them, the striped rug, the beds and the
chest-of-drawers, but she had to leave Echo behind
on the wall. Echo! She broke into a sob.
This was her home that they were breaking,
where she had lived since she could remember.
To other people now it was a jumble of brick and
stone, but she knew every corner; here in this pile
was the back of Mr. Kawashima's pantry, here
where the hat-stand had stood was still a part of
the vestibule floor, this was the place where the
sideboard had been, and this was the pillar where
the cracks had made a face.
A desolation and despair filled her. Now she
could trace where they had been, but soon, with
the Paramount rising on their ruins, there would
be nothing left.